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They followed in the rear of the procession, where
men roll over and over in the dust, and childless
women touch the ground with their forehead between
every step, in fulfilment of their vows.
Silindu, with drawn face and vacant eyes, dragged
himself along, leaning on Babun: Karlinahami, de-
vout and stolid, raised the ceremonial cry at the due
stopping-places. But Hinnihami felt the power of
the god in her and over them all: she felt how near
he was to them, mysteriously hidden beneath the
great cloth which lay upon the elephant's back. She
felt again the awe which great trees in darkness and
the shadows of the jungle at nightfall roused in her,
the mystery of darkness and power, which no one
can see. And again and again as the procession
halted, and the cry of the multitude rolled back to
them, her breath was caught by sobs, and again
she lifted her hands to the god and called upon his
name. She formulated no prayer to him, she spoke
no words of supplication: only in excitement and
exaltation of entreaty she cried out the name of the
god.
They were too tired that night to go into the
shrine of the big temple after the procession and
see the ceremony there. They had lost sight of the
old man in the crowd, so that they had to make their
meal off a little food that they carried with them.